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210 Miles Down, 1800 Miles to Go 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: This story describes sexual assault. It doesn't get far, but is pretty graphic all the same. 


| tried two writing styles | don't normally attempt with this fic, third person omniscient and present tense. | am 


not sure how well | succeeded. Some parts were easy to write and some parts | really struggled with. 


Hopefully it all worked out okay. 


A cool brisk breeze swirls between buildings and cars alike caressing everything in its path, promising cooler 
weather on the horizon It dances around the pedestrians on the sidewalks catching skirts, tickling necks, 
causing goosebumps to appear and lightweight jackets to be pulled tighter with shoulders hunching to block out 
its creeping tendrils with their biting chill. It pushes long forgotten litter tumbling down the streets. At times it 
takes a moment to gather itself for a strong gust that causes the vans and big trucks roaring down the 
highway to rock uncertainly on their axles. 


The sound of cars speeding down the highway drowns out the breeze's light whispering, their rough passage 


harshly forces it out of their way, but the breeze continues on It ruffles the hair of a teenage boy walking 
along the highway causing the long red strands brushing the nape of his neck to tangle. It slips through the 
holes and gaps in the loose jacket and clothing to cuddle him close. In irritation the teen dumps his stuffed 
backpack on the ground. He repositions the baseball cap on his head and turns the collar of his jean jacket up 
so he can tuck the loose hair in to keep the breeze's mischievous fingers out. He has been walking long enough 


he isn't cold, but exhaustion from a long stressful day is setting in 

The teen is distracted settling his pack on his back and fighting with the breeze nipping at his face and tugging 
at his clothes that he doesn't notice the light blue utility van with the black company logo pulling off onto the 
shoulder of the highway at first. When he does notice the van a fluttering of hope awakens. He hasn't been 
trying to find a ride, at least not yet, but this would be convenient. This wouldn't be the first time he has 
hitched a ride with a stranger, but it would be the first time he has done it alone this far from home. 

The driver rolls down his window when the teen comes up to the van The breeze rushes in through the 
window to shuffle the papers sitting on the dash board. The man quickly puts a hand out to catch the papers. 
He is middle aged or possibly younger but appears middle aged due to his hairline creeping ever so slowly 


backward and the twenty extra pounds tacked onto his otherwise not unfit body. 


"Hey kid. Need a ride?" He asks as the redhead approaches the window. "I can give you one. It is a bit chilly to 
be walking in this wind. Where are you headed?" 


"West" The teen says, taking in the man's features with one quick glance then looking away. 
"West? That's a vague location. Anywhere more specific?" The man asks with a laugh. 
Then teen hesitates, then shrugs. "California 


‘California? Wow, that is quite a ways. | can't take you that far, but | can get you about an hour closer? I've 
got a hotel room up the road and that is far as | go, but any bit helps right?" 


The breeze insistently tugs at the teen, pushes at him to move on, to keep walking and continue his journey 


down the highway. He shivers at the chill. "Yeah," he says, “that would be great." 
"Hop on inl" The friendly man replies. 


The teen walks around the van and slides into the passenger seat. A strong gust of wind rocks the van. He has 


to fight it to shut the door. 


‘lm Randy by the way" The man, Randy, says and holds a hand out, the teens hesitates again, but reaches out 
to shake it. 


"Bill." 


"So, Bill. " Randy says, putting the van into gear and waiting for an opening to get back on the highway, "what's 
in California." 


"l'm going to visit a friend who moved out there." 

"You going to walk the whole way there?" 

"Maybe." 

Randy smiles at the short reply, but doesn't pry anymore. Bill isn't talkative, but that works out well enough 
as Randy talks enough for the both of them. He babbles to his captive audience about his work and how he 
was sent to St. Louis for training he doesn't need. About his kids and how much he misses them whenever he 
has to go out of town. The steady chatter and the hypnotizing sight of watching the world pass by pulls the 


exhausted redhead into a light doze, temple pressing against the glass. 


In his semi-conscious state, the Bill later feels the van slowing down and turns made before it comes to a 


complete stop and the engine switches off. 

"Hey kid, Bill” Randy says. Bill blinks his eyes open and looks over at the man. He isn't sure when he fell silent, 
but the trip feels both like it was never ending and only a few seconds at the same time. A glance at the clock 
in the van shows it is about forty minutes from when he last looked at it. His mind is slow and groggy from 
the short almost-nap. 

"Yeah?" 

"Its starting to get dark." 


The teen looks out at the sinking sun. It is. 


"Look kid, it's getting cold and will be dark soon, | doubt you will be able to get another ride this late. I've got an 


extra bed in my room, if you want to crash there." 

"You sure?" Bill asks uncertainly, trying to get his groggy thoughts to focus. 

"Yeah, no one is using it anyway, might as well put it to use right?" 

"Okay, sure thanks." 

"Just sit here a minute while | talk to the front desk" 

The breeze has turned into a blowing wind, buffeting the van with gusts. It whistles angrily as it tries to bend 


everything in its path to follow in its direction. When Randy opens the van door it rushes in leaving a chil 
behind when the door is slammed shut blocking it back out. 


The teen left inside is somewhat relieved he has somewhere to stay the night. A place where he can get his 
bearings. He skipped town without a plan and with barely enough money for a short bus ticket. He knows he 
can do this. He's done similar things before, it is just.. he usually had a friend with him when he did it before. 


He wasn't completely alone and it wasn't such a long trip. 


The furious wind bites at Randy as he crosses the long distance from where he parked to the lobby doors of 
the motel. The man doesn't even notice it, mind preoccupied on other things. Many men would be worried about 
leaving a strange teenager alone in their work vehicle, but he is not. He knows kids like the one he picked up. 
The kid is lost in his own head, he won't go anywhere or mess with any of the stuff in van. No, he has other 
thoughts on his mind. 


When he enters the doors to the lobby with the wind chasing behind him a bored clerk looks up from the 


magazine she is reading. 


"Can | help you." It isn't a question It is a statement of disinterest in him and her job. It is a cheap motel and 
he doesn't expect any different. 


"Id like a room for the night" He says. 
"How many quests?" 

ie 

‘Single or a Double?" 

"Double." 

She hmms and makes a note on a form. "Okay, fill out this form, sign it here, and that will be 30 dollars’ 
He fills out the form and digs the cash out of his wallet. 


"Thank you, your room number is 122. Have a rice stay" She drops the key on the counter and is already 
buried deep into her magazine before he picks the key up. 


"lm sure | will" He murmurs to himself. The clerk flips a page. 


The sun is quickly disappearing behind the horizon when he gets back to the van Bill doesn't notice him until 


the back of the van creaks open causing him to startle. 


"Come on, kid, | got it all straightened out." He calls from the back, digging out a small cooler. 


When Bill hops out of the van the wind pulls at him, stinging his eyes. He grabs his bag from the van and 
follows Randy to the motel room. Room 122 is just like any motel room anyone has ever seen. Dinky little 
bathroom, two beds cramped in together separated by a little night stand and an old TV on a dresser doubling 
as a IV stand. The man drops his cooler onto the floor by the TV. 


"You can have the outside bed | prefer to be by the bathroom." 


"Thanks." Bill says and drops his bag and baseball cap near the bed then falls onto it face first, fully clothed. He 
doesn't even pull the pillow out from under the blankets. Randy smiles at him. The kid may have said he was 
going to visit a friend, but Randy has seen enough kids like him to suspect that he is running from something. 
What little he has talked has been quiet and respectful enough though his gaze skitters away whenever their 


eyes meet. 
Randy pulls a beer out of the cooler. "You want a beer?" 


Bill lifts his head and turns it toward him enough to see what Randy was offering. The old bulbs from the 
lamps brings out the red of his hair and the green of his eyes against his pale face. He shakes his head. "No, | 


am just going to crash." 


"Alright, suit yourself. If you change your mind feel free to grab one. l'm going to watch some TV. Is it going 
to bother you?" 


He gets another head shake in reply. 


The teen shifts to his side and is out like a light within minutes. Randy flips the TV on and drinks one beer 
right away and then nurses another while flipping through various shows. Time moves slowly in rented rooms. 
Hours stretching out in a distorted time warp. After he finds himself drifting he gets up to take a shower and 
get comfortable. His new roommate might be able to sleep fully clothed, with jacket and boots on, but that 
won't work for Randy. 


It is disappointing, he thinks as he sheds his clothes and steps into the creaky shower, that the kid didn't take 
him up on the beer. He would like to have seen him loosened up some. He scrubs himself down with the harsh 
motel body soap and pictures in his mind how the boy would look if he had accepted the alcohol. His eyes would 
be hazy, his features softened, pliant. The tense uncertain way he holds himself would fade. He would, the man 
is sure, reaching down his body, be appropriately grateful. 


The long hot shower is rejuvenating and puts him in a cheerful mood. The sleepiness from earlier has been 
washed away down the drain with the soap. He walks out of the bathroom in only his boxers and drying the 
hair he has left with a towel. The teen is still fast asleep even though the moaning of the softcore porn that 
came on when Randy was in the shower is irritatingly loud. Randy watches the show for a few minutes and 


sneers at it in distain. Not his kind of programing. He flips off the TV and drops his clothes and the damp towel 


on his bed. His eyes are drawn back to the boy and he takes his time to really study him in a way that he 
couldn't when he was awake or in the van when his head was turned to the window. In sleep his features have 
softened a little making him seem younger than he had at first. Randy doubts the kid is legally an adult yet 
but he is probably close. He is a good looking kid. Very attractive. A little nice side benefit but truthfully 


wouldn't have mattered if he weren't. 


Randy reaches into cooler and cracks another beer open and sips on it as he opens the curtains just enough 
the street light outside can creep into the room. He then turns off all the lights so the room falls to angular 
shadows cast on the walls and washed out monochrome colors from the pale street light coming through the 
window. 


It is unfortunate, he thinks absently as he settles in to finish his beer, that the red hair has dulled so much 
he can barely tell it was red at all. Still, it contrasts nicely with the pale skin 


Anticipation crawls through his veins building with every sip, building with every breath. It has been a while. 
He's not done with his beer, but can't wait any longer. He sets it aside. 


The instant the hand touches his shoulder Bill jerks awake. He has never been a fan of being touched and his 
personal space bubble has always been larger than most people's. A hand on the shoulder is all it takes to 
make his eyes fly open and his body to automatically sit up and draw away from the large pale figure at the 
side of his bed. Even as his sleep addled mind tries to make sense of what is happening he is roughly shoved 
back down on the bed. A hot heavy weight slides over him, on him, pressing him down. He barely has a chance 
to draw in a breath then a forearm is painfully pressed across his throat, cutting off his air, choking him. He 
grabs on to the arm to push it away. It presses down tighter. 


It's time we get to know one another better." The gruff words rumble though him setting his hair on end, 
causing a cold wave of terror to wash through him freezing every muscle in place. Unable to move, unable to 


breath, his mind disengages in panic. 


The man above him groans from the heady flush of power that rushes through him from looking into the 


wide panic stricken eyes. 


‘Its been too long since I've had sex that I've really enjoyed. Fucking the wife is a duty rather than a pleasure." 
He grinds his hips against the still body beneath him once then bends down to lick and kiss the lips parted in 
fear and gasping for what little breath he allows to be drawn in. He relishes the power he holds over the 
completely terror ridden and helpless figure beneath him more than the physical pleasure grinding down on him 


brings. With his left hand he reaches down to unfasten the jeans and grope at the boy. 


"You want this," he whispers against the teen's ear, "It's why you came to the hotel with me. You want this.” 
He punctuates the words by grinding his hard cock against him again. 


Despite the faint light in the room Randy is close enough to see in the kid's eyes when the switch is flipped 
and his base lizard hindbrain switches from freeze in terror to flee in terror. The kid's sudden struggling 
beneath him is even better, even more arousing than the frozen passivity. The kid isn't going anywhere. He is 


well-fed and fit, but he is much smaller than Randy. 


"You know you want this." Randy tells him again The kid is a slippery eel and has more wiry strength in him 
than his size and relative softness would indicate. After a bit of maneuvering Randy pins kid on his stomach, 
arm wrenched painfully across his back to hold him in place. In the struggle the boy's jeans slid down just past 
his hips. 


The boy stills for a second, the only movement is his pants for breath. 


"You are really into this.” Randy whispers by his ear, panting himself, more from desire than exertion. "Later 
Ill let you suck my cock." He has never been so turned on in his life. Not a single reaction from the boy is 
slowed or dulled from alcohol or drugs which makes it just that much sweeter. He grinds himself against the 
kid's ass. The kid takes a quick panicky breath and tenses beneath him, gathering himself to renew the struggle. 
Randy braces himself for when the kid will buck up against him to try to throw him off. It won't work, of 


course, but the futile struggling is delicious. 


Randy laughs when the kid makes his move, but the laugh is cut short when instead of bucking up, like he 
expects, the kid throws himself abruptly to the side. They are close enough to the edge of the bed that just 
enough of the kid tips over it and allows gravity to grab his weight and pull him and the off-balance Randy 
into a tangled heap on the floor. The two of them hit the carpet with a muffled thud. Though the kid takes the 
brunt of the fall he recovers quicker and scrambles out from underneath Randy's bulky weight before Randy 


can get control of him again. 


"You fucking owe me." Randy growls and grabs for and misses the kid as he scoops up his bag and darts for 


the door. "Get your ass back here." 


The second it takes to unlock the door gives Randy a chance to catch the teen He snatches a handful of red 
hair with one hand, yanking him back hard, and slams the motel door back shut with the other. 


The kid absolutely snarls and throws himself backwards. When the wiry body hits him Randy loses his balance 
and stumbles. He uses the grasp on the hair to help him keep from falling. The kid grasps the wrist holding his 
hair with one hand and elbows him sharply in the ribs with the other arm and spins around. Randy's grip on 
the hair loosens as the kid's fingers dig into the small bones at the base of his hand, even still he ends up with 
a hand full of torn out strands caught between his fingers when his back slams into the wall next to the door. 
There is a flash of silver in the light coming in from the window and a sharp stinging pain against this throat. 
Randy can feel a trickle of blood sliding down his neck. 


"Don't ever touch me!" The kid hisses. 


The pale light from the parking lot shines in through the window lighting up the teens face with its harsh 
shadowy light. Randy knows the instant he looks into those suddenly flat, reptilian green eyes that he is dead. 
There is no longer any fear or terror of any kind showing in those eyes, just deadly intent. Randy presses 
himself harder into the wall. 


"Please don't kill me. | have a wife and kids." 


The eyes don't change, don't flicker, but he can feel his skin parting even more, the razor cutting deeper. More 
blood releases from his skin Only the sound of late night cars passing by on the road and the ting- ting- ting 


of the heater cooling down indicates that time passes in the frozen tableau. 


Finally, after an eternity, the kid backs up a step sharp razor blade still raised. "Get the fuck away from me." 
He takes another step back, putting a little more distance between them. "Don't ever think about touching me. 


Don't touch yourself and think about me. Nothing." He says, voice tight. 


"Never!" Randy promises, heart beating out of his throat, blood oozing down his neck, searching for the door 
knob blindly. As soon as his hand catches knob he wrenches it open and backs away and flees from certain 
green eyed death. 


As soon as the door slams shut, all strength disappears and the teen falls to the floor like a puppet with its 
strings cut. He scrambles back into the corner by the door curling himself into a tight ball and trembling so 
hard that his teeth chatter, razor blade clutched in his hand so hard his fingers ache. The aftermath of pure 


terror has him frozen where he is, but a more urgent not yet done terror has him forcing himself to move. 


The man may come back. 


It is only with the support of the wall that the teen is able to shakily climb back to his feet. He hesitates at 
the door. Afraid the man may still be out there waiting. Still trembling he peeks out the window. The van is 
gone. The man is gone. Even still, he can smell the scent of the soap the man used in his nose, feel the man's 
breath against his ear. Being helpless as the man pressed against him and held him down. He falls to his knees 
and begins dry heaving. He doesn't have anything in his stomach to vomit up, but can't stop. 


The desire to scrub himself raw is overrule by the fear of what may happen if he stays any longer. The 
man's clothes are on the bed his keys and wallet are on the stand. He must have had a spare key in the 


vehicle. 


Forcing himself to his shaking feet again, he grabs his bag. The wallet still sits on the stand and he knows it 
must have money in it but he can't touch it. Even the thought of going near something that belongs to the 


man causes nausea to rise and the trembling to worsen. 


He has to get out of here. 


He puts his hand on the door knob with a quick shuddery breath and takes one last look out the window. Pulling 
the door open he looks out into the dark artificially lit chilly night. He will do this. Tightening his grip on the 
razorblade still clutched in trembling fingers he takes a deep bracing breath and steps out the door and into 


the gentle numbing embrace of the welcoming breeze. 


210 miles down. 1800 miles to go. 


